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To — right — — 
vertuous Fady the Laly Sura Hs 
ſtings. Nicho!as Breton wi heth 
all happineſſe in this world, 
and eternal ioes 


hercatrer, 
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* Ielu Honourable, your etalont lone 
to diuine fludees „ huh maze the 
Muſes of that Nature, topreſend 
your fauour, with the beſt fruutes of 
ler delights, which in the exer- 
ciſe of, ther pirttuall Contemplations, haue brought 
forth theſs comfortable Meductions: which bound 
wp in this little volume, they haue preſume i with 
wy ſeruice, to preſent to your good Liayſbip, be- 
ſeeching the (ame, with that good fawour to accept 

them that iy vader heuuen be t he greateſt grace, 
that they aeſire unto them. It is imituled, The 
A3 Harmony | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Harmony of the Soule, who in thegracious 
bow:hns of Gods bleſſing, and humble take with | 
hit mercy, thinkes her ſelſe halſe in heauen ere ſhee 
gore there: mere, after that you haue paſſed 4 
bappy pilgrimage on this earth, God ſend 
jeu the ecerpall ſelicitie of the 
fathfull, | 


Your Ladyſhips in all 
humbleneſle, 


Nikolas Breton. 
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oft. 
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ws GOD, 1 


On whom all Glories waite, 
Deſcribes my ioyes conceite. 


LESVS, = 


Oy in the {ughelt ot the h21ghr of 19y, 

Holding the itate of the Celeſtiall itory 
Eternall lite. hat doth all deaths deſtroy, 
Sonne to tl. at grace, tliat makes the Fathers Glory, 
Vn. natched Power, in Vlercies Princely migli: 
Sueli is the lubſtance of my Soules delight. 


— — —— — 


CHRIST, 


Leere ls the Sunne, tliat dorch tor euer thine, 
eauenly that light, that giuzs al eyes char ſees» 
Royal that Cron, vhich neuer can decline, (ing, 
Impertou; Power, ilint giues all powers their heing. 
duchiethe Po ver the Crown, the Light, the Sung 
Ihat neuer cuds wh. re Glory brit begun, 
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Y foules loues life, & lifes loues ſovles delight, 
How highly are thy holy Angels bleſt, 
That in thy grece entoy the glorious ſight, 
herein thc lumine of all theit ioy docth reſt! 


What heavenly muſike may choſe Muſes ing, 
M ho ſet their conlorts by thy lacred i kill, 

A d Angels quauers make the Quiere to ring, 

Wulle vertues Ayre doc all the vo, ces fill 


How 
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How may thoſe Spirits be u ith toyes poſſeſt, 

That may be rauiiht with this Royali ught, 
Where Peter ſawe, and in his ſet ing bieſt 

My ſoules lites loue, and loucs lifes ioules delight! 


Oh bleſſed Peter, bleſt in ſuch a ſeeing: 
Well nyght he ſing, du cet Lord, here i good 
(being. 
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Gracious God, and Lord of mercies might, 
V Vhy do I liue amid this world of woes? 

V Vhen euery day doth ſeeme to me as night, 

V Vhile ſorrowes ſeeke my Spirites ouerchrowes, 


I heare thy word, and would cbey thy will, 

But want the power, that might performe my due: 
| Iknow the good, ind fayne would leaue the ill, 
And feate the foto, that doth ſinne enſue: 
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And yet I fall into that depth of ſinne, 

That makes me feare the iudgement ofthy wrathy 
Vntill thy grace doth all my helpe beginne, 
Toknow what comfort, Faith iu Mercy hath. 


Oh bleſſed light, that ſhewes in Mercies eye, 
Whlle taith doth liue, that loue can neuer die. 


Lord, 
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Ord,whenTehinke howl offend thy will, 

And know what good 18 in obedi-nce to it, 
And ſee my hurt, and yet continue ſtill 
In doing ill, an i cannot leaue to doe it; 


And then againe, doe fecle that bitter ſinart, 
Thatinward breeds, of pleaſures atter payne, 
When ſcarce the thought is entred in my heart, 
But it is gone, and ſinne gets in againce 


And 
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And when, aꝑaine, the act of ſinne is paſt, 
And that thy grace doth call me backe againey 
Then in my teares I tunne to thee as faſt, 


And of my ſin nes, and of my ſelfe complayne, 


What can 1 doe, but cry, Sweet Ieſus, ſaue mes 
For 1 am noching, but what thou wilt have me. 
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O Lord that liueſt in that life of life, 

Wich all thou art, and of thy ſelfe alone: 
Whole ſacred word is that ſoules cutting knife, 
That doth deuide the marroiy from the bone, 


O glorious God, of grace and mercy more, 
Thenheart and ſoule are able to conceaue, 
And ſeeſt the teares that mercy doth implore, 
And wilt not Faith in feares dil conifort leaue. 


My 
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My God, my Lord, my ſoules lifes deareſt loue, 
Ho ſo my ſinnes laue thy diſpleaſure moued, 
Let my ſoules teares thy glonous mercy moue, 
To make me feele, how faith may be beloued, 


That being ſet from ſinne and ſorrow free, 
I may not ccaſcto ſing in praiſe of thee, 


ee 
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M Y heavenly Loue, frõ that high throne of thine 
Where grac. obs McAIcy ſits in Glories (cat, 

In that true pry ut thy Po vt diuine, 

T hat dries tnc teares, tliat iuercꝝ doc entreat, 


Be hold, ſeet Lord, theſe bleeding drops of lone, 
That melt my ſoule in ſotro v of my ſinne, 

And let theſe ſhoar-s ſo ne drops of mercy moue, 
I bat in my gricte wy conifott may be gimuie. 


Let 
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Let not deſpaire confound my praying hope, 
That begs an almes at thy mercies gate: 

But let thy grace thy hand of bountie ope, 

That comfort yeelds, which neuer comes too late, 


That in the cure of my conſuming griefe, 
My 1oytull ſoule may ſing of thy reliefe. 
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O H, that my ſoule were purified ſo, A 

It might no more be ſubiect vnto ſin, Bu 
And that my care might onely ſecke to know, Ar 
How humble grace doth mercies loue begin. In 


Oh, hat my thoughts, my words & deeds were ſuch, 
As night notſwarue from my deare Sauiours will, a 
And chat my truth naght neuer haue a tutch 
Ot falſe conccit, for to excuſe nune ill, 
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And that this world were vnto me a hell, 

But where I ſec his Saints in their loues ſeruice, 
And I might die, till I might hue to divell 

In ſome ſuch place, to do ſome pleaſing office, 


ich, | That he might be, who doth my death deſtroys 
will, All aboue all, and all in all, my Loy. 
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THe worldly prince doeth in his Septer hold 
A Hnd of heauen in his authorities: 

The wealthy miſer, in his maſſe of gold, 

Makes to his ſoule a kind of Paradice: 


T be Epicure, that eates and drinkes all day, 
Accounts no Heauen, but in his helliſhi rowtes : 
And ſhe, whoſe beauty ſeemes a ſunny day, 

$ VP her heauen, but in her babies clomtes. 


But, 
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But, my ſweete God, I ſceke no Princes power, 
No miſers wealth, nor beauties fading glolle, 

V Vhich paper fin, whole ſweetes are inward ſowre, 
And ſorry gaynes, that breed the Spirits lofſe, 


No, my deare Lord, let my Heauen onely bee 
In my Loues ſeruice, but to liue to thee, 
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God, forgiue the greatneſle of my finne: 

Iam not worthy to implore thy Grace, 
The loathſome ſtinke, that i lie tumbling in, 
With filthy ſhame hath couered all my face. 


] baue deſeru d the depth of allchine ire, 
To know thy will, yet wilfuliy olfend, 

My ſoule deſerues, in the infernall fie, 
Jo feele the torments that ſhall neuer end, 
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But Lord, thy mercy is aboue thy wrath, 
Thou doeſt not ioy, to ſee a finners death, 
And true repentance in thy mercie hath 


The bleſſed food, that giues the ſpiric breath 


Where praying hope, in heart can periſ neuer. 
While humble faith doth liue in ioy for euer. 


1 VV hate 
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VV Haris the gold of all this world? but droſſe, 

Theioy,butſorrow, andthe pleaſure,pay ne, 
The wealth, but beggery, & the gayne but lofle, 
The wit, but folly, and the vertue vay ne; 


The power, but weakeneſſe, and but death the life, 
he hope, but feare, and tlie aſſurance dout, 

lie truſt, deceit, the concord but a ſtrife, 
V Vhere one conceit doth put another out; 
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Time but an inſtant, and the vſe a toyle, | 
The knowledge, blindneſſe, & the care a madneſſe, 
The ſiluer, lead, the diamond, but a foyle, 

The teſt, but trouble, and the murth but ſadneſſe. 


Thus ſince to heauen conpar᷑ d, the earth is ſuch, 
What thing is man, to loue the world ſo much? 


Oh, 
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H. would manthinke but on that world of ioy, 
Which in the heauens the choſen ſhall receiue, 
And then againe, vpon this worlds annoy, 


VVbere helliſh baytes the wicked do deceiur! 


Would he but looke vpon the Angels graces, 

The Paradiſes of their heauenly pleaſutes, 

And then, vpon the deuils ougly faces, 

VVich all tlic ir torments endles without meaſures! 


Would 
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OY VVould menthus make n in their minds, 
_ Twirt light and darkeneffe and the day, and ni 
Then would ſinne die, that with illufion blinds 
The eye of nature from her bleſſed fight, 
And man would loue the good, & hate the cull 
And honour God, and tread vpon the deuill. 
5! 
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b — heauenly Muſe come helpe me ſing, 
ln Clorie of my heauenly King: 

And from ſome holy Angels wing, 

Where Graces doe for feathers ſpring, 

Oh bring my hand one bleſſed Pen, 

To write beyond the reach of meu: 


Let all the ſubic be ot Grace, 

Where Mercy ſet in Glories place, 

Doth ſtand before that ſhining face, 

That makes all other beauty baſe: 

That Heauen and earth may (ce the wonder, 
That puts all worth5and wonders vnder: 


Let 
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Let Vertues onely ſet the grounds, 

V Vhere Grace but all of Glory ſounds, 
VVhile Mercie heales the ſpirits wounds: 
V Vhere faith the feare of death confounds: 
That heauen and earth may ioy to heare, 
The Mukke of the Angels queere. 


Oh tell the world, no world can tell, 
How that Ioy doch all ioyes excell, 

V Vhere bleiſed ſoules ſet free from hell, 
In Mercy do with Glory dwell, 

And wich the Saint, and Angels ſing, 
In glory of their heauenl King: 
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Sinke noe 2 note beneaththe ſence, 

Of Glories lug heſt excellesce, 

And keepe vnto that onely Tence, 

V Vh:re heauens haue all their honour thence: 
That Seraphins may clap their wings, 

To heare hom Grace, of Glory ſings. 


Oh, let the Sunne in brighenes ſhine, 
And neuer let the Moone decline, 
And euery ſtarre his light refine, 
Before that bleſſed light diuine: 

Of whome, in whom, from whom alone, 


They haue theit ſfuning every one. 
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Let all the Azure skie be cleare, 

And not a miſtie cloud come neere, 

But all that brighteſt light appeare 
Where Angels make their merrie cheere, 
And all the troope of heauens may ſee, 
Where all the ioyes of heauen may be. 


Let Phabus in his brighenes ſtay: 
And driue the darkeſome nights away, 
And Virgins, Saints, and —— play, 
W lule Marty res keepe high holy-day: 
And all the hoaſt of heauen accord, 
To ſing in glory of the Lord. 
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Let all the yeere be Summers ſpring, 
And Nightingales all Birds that ſing, 
And all the fruites that grow or ſpring, 
Be brought vnto this glorious King, 

V Vith all their colours and their ſweetes, 
Before his feete to ſtrow the ſtreetes: 


Let hony-dewes perfume the ayre, 
That all may be both ſweet and fayre, 
That may with Mercies leaue repayre, 
Vnto the ſeate of Glories Chayre: 
That euery thing may ficting fall, 
Vnto the Glory of them all. 
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Let all the hearts, the ſoules, the mindes, 
That ido:ne vnto vettue bindes, 

And breedes but of t hole bleſled kindes, 
That grat-ous love in glory findes, 
Agree tons all m ons, 

To gloruie £4; {0% aloure 


And when they all inturne are ſet, 
And in then ſu ecteſt munke met, 
And highcit skill the note hath tet, 

V {cre grace may lugheſt glory getz * 
My rz unt foute in mercy thin, 

May haue but leaue to fivg, Amen. 


C lia in excellis Das, 
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Ray ſe, in the bigl i ſt of the heiglit of prayſe, 
Stray ne vo thy heatt vnto thy ipirits note, 
There, the worth, here all thy wonder ſtayes, 

Write to the aus of all the world to quote / 


Tell cliem, oh tell them, that thou canſt not tell, 
What grace and glory thy dc are God deſetueth, 
Whoſe Excellence all excellence doth excell, 
Wlule hun alone, all excelle ncy ſerueth. 


Lfe, 


RR OR ATURE 


e, 


es, 


ell, 
eth, 


CE APR 


The Soules Harmony. 


Life, loue, trueth, power, grace, pity, bounty, glory, 
Health, comfort, uudome, vertue, mercy, peace; 
Theſe in tlie ſtate of the celeſtiall Rory, 


Doe ſound the glory tl. at ſhall neuet ceaſe, 


Whoſe holy prayſes to more height ariſe, 
Ihen earth or | cauen, or Angels can deuiſe: 


(xloric in excelfis Deo. 


C 2 O 


28 
8 


e 


EEE 


The Soules Harmony. 


O That my heart could hit vpon a ſtrayne, 

Would ſtrike the muſike ot i ſeules deſire t 
Or that my ſoule could find ti ati-cred vayne, 
That ſets the coiiſort ot tac Angels Quicre ; 


Or that that Spirit of e ſpeciall grace, 

That cannot ito pe beneath the ſtate of heauer, 
Witlun my loulc could rake 15 fete; ces 
With Angels Es, to raake h. gor, cuen. 


Then 
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Then ſhould the name of my moſt gracious King, 
And glorious God, in higher tunes bee ſound:d, 
Of heauenly prayſe, then carth hath power to fin 
Where heauen & earth, & Angels are confound 


(broken, 
And ſoules may fing while all heart-ſtnngs are 
II. pratte is more, then can in praile be ſpoken, 


G ria in exce Iſis Deo. 
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Wen lob had loſt his children, lands & goods, 
Patience did kill che poyſon ot his payne : 

And when his ſorrowes came as tait as floods, 

Hope kept his heart, till comfortes caine agay ne. 


— 


When Dauids life by Saul u as often ſought, 
And worlds of croſſes compaſt hin about, 
Let was his ſpirit nei: er duer- vrought, 
But in his woes, hope ſtill did helpe lum out, 
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When che fore Cripple by the poole did lye, 
Tull many a yeere in miſery and payne, 

Ho heart on Chriſt no ſooner ſet his eye, 

But te ares mou'd grace, and he was well agayne, 


No Iob, nor Dauid, Cripple more in griefe: 
Chiriſt g ue me patie nce, and my hope reliefe. 
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